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HER SISTER'S KEEPER.

BY LATTA.

The train came puffing up, and, bidding
my friends good-bye, I got on. There were
not many people in the car; a large negro
woman who completely filled one seat, a
slecpy drummer, who before the end of our
short journey snored, or at least almaost
s#nored a tune; a couple of horse traders
Who talked loud and long of the merits of
one particular horse; a tall, lank, swarthy
Eiri and her mother, who were coming to
“Injunopolis™ to the mother's sister,
who, s0 she related to the long-suffering
conductor, #he “hadn’'t seen fur seven
¥ears, not but what I've be'n asked, but 1
be'n waitin’ fur the monument to be nigher
done, an' Jane wrote that she didn't know
whenever that 'd be, so 1 jes picked up an’
cum.” There were two other people In the
car. I sat behind them, but did not par-
ticularly notice them until the conductor
came for our tickets. They were two old
women. The older one scemed to be near
seventy, large, raw-boned, with a muas-
culine face and white hair. She wore a
black wool dress and a black shawl. The
other woman was smaller and looked to be
about fifteen years younger, with a re-
markably meek looking face, which was a
mass of fine wrinkles. Her dress was of
black calico, figured with blue rosebuds, a
black and green shawl and black cotion
gloves., 1t looked exactly as if they had
made a mistake and each had worn the
other's bonnet, as the large woman
wore the small bonnet and the
small woman wore the large bonnet.

Before the conductor reached her the old-
€r woman sprang up and began to scarch
for her ticket, It seemed in vain for a
time. Bhe finally took things out of her
pocket, one at a time, and placed them on
the seat; a spool of blaek thread, a door
key, a sample of tea, two folded handker-
chiefs, one of them probably the property
of the other woman, a small bunch of sage
and, last of all, a dilapidated pocketbook,
with the much-wanted tickets.

*1 knowed I had 'em, sure,”” she said, to
the waliting conductor. 1 made this deep
pocket a purpose, and put mine and hern
in it. I wuz afrald they'd git lost. She,”
pomting to the other woman, “'is my sis-
ter, and hain’'t ben round much, so"'—

T'he sister turned,

“Aw, now, Hester, I've ben""'—

“Never you mind when I'm a talkin'."

“Where was it yvou were going to say you
had been?” asked the conductor.

She flushed and looked inquiringly at
Hester,

“Weil, tell him, Marthy Ellun, and den't
Keep him waitin' all day.”

“Weli, I wuz jest going to say I'd ben
down to Posey County twict to sce our
brother ElL™

She turned away, and I think I saw one
or two tears faull. The sister talked on to
the amused conductor.

“You'll tell us, o' course, when we git
there. 1 wouldn't worry a bit, but Marthy
Ellun's afrald wa'll be took on through, an’
you tellin® her might settle her some.”

Marthy Ellun turned toward her,
looked almost angry.

“Liean back an' rest a bit, Marthy Ellun,
or you'll be all wore out."

The conductor leit them and came down
the alsle with a twinkle in his eyes. The
two old ladies sat quietly for a while. Then
the older one lcaned over the other and
drew the shawl around her and patted one
of her hands lovingly.

“Oh, now, I thought vou wuz asleep,
Marthy Elun, an’ 1 felt downright glad.”

“No, Hester, I wuz jes a thinkin' that 1
hedn't set by that winder sence we left
home an' that we're mighty nigh there an’
I won't git to at all,”

“Well, ef I ever heerd sich a speech.
You ungrateful gir]l, when 1 fetched you
here thinkin' you'd like it. An' when my
eyes is so bad, too. T'm afraid, Martay
Elun, that the Lord will punish you when
you git old by taking your sizght away for
sich a thought., To-night we'll pray about
i."”

She turned her back on
closed her lips tightly.

“Aw, now, Hester, I forgot your eyes is
bad, 'Pon my word, I don't want to set
by no winder. 1'm reel sorry, an' you air
good to me. I'm most choked fur a drink,
Hester. Where do you git one when you're
travelin'?"

“Set still now, Marthy Ellun, while I get
you a drink. 1 knowed you'd be sorry
when you'd thought over doin” wrcng."”

The old lady had a hard time staggering
to the end of the car. EBhe twisted and
turned the faucet, but all in vain. At last
she came back.

“Tha thing Is plumb empty, or else it's
chugged up with mud. I've heered it's
dretful onhealthy? anyvhow. You can walt
a spell, ean't you, Marthy Ellun?"

The sister “‘allowed’” she could do with-
out the drink for a while, but, being curi-
ous to know whether there was really no
water there or not, I went for a drink. 1
carried one to the “choking”™ Martha. They
looked at me, especially the older woman,
suspiciously, but took the glass. lefore
Martha had finished drinking, however, her
glstor took it from her and drank the rest

“So much cold water,” said wiping
her mouth with her shawl, “ain’t good fur
you, She's much ebleeged to you,” she
gaid to me, nodding toward the sister.

We were nearing the city. The sleepy
drummer put cn lils overcoat, swore a
smail swear at the slowness of the train,
then settled himself to gleep the remaining
few minutes. The tall girl and her mother
were ready to get off fifteen minutes before
the train stopped, and stood up most of the
time. Martha glanced apprehensively to-
ward the door, evidently looking for the
conductor. iler sister rummuaged in the
bottom of an immense basket, bringing
from its depths a small black shawl, which
she began tying around Martha's head.

“Aw, now, Hester, I'll look so bad with
my head like a bunnel™

ook bad! Who keers, T wondes? You
ain't goin’ to have a cold in your foad If
you look like a fright. Let that be just
like I tied it."

“But, Hester,
powerful bad.”

I fixed It jou as it's agein’ to stay. T've
gpiled you to thinkin® you Kkia hav your
own way allus long eanough. That knot
there'll keep yvou from getting sore throat.”

Martha folded her hands meekly. Hester
gathered their many belongings together
and piled them in 4 seat. Each time the
brakeman passed through the car the old
ladies eyed him In the same manner they
had me. Finally the conductor came in,
EBoth the women looked relieved.

“Well, my friends,” sgaid he,
reached the end of our journey.
going to meet you?”

Martha nodded her head vigorously and
Hester answered:

“0Oh, yes. I wrote to Milo an' he'll be
there shore, I know jes how to git to his
house.”

The old lady tled a vell around her head
as she talked, shaking her head at the
same time at Martha, who had looked as
though she was about to say something,
But the look in the sister's eye quieted any
thought of speaking which may have en-
tered the “bunnel” of “Marthy Ellun™ and
she remalned sileat. The train stopped.
The conductor stood by the door with his
valise and cap in his hand. Hester looked
gt him for a minute, then sald sadly:

“Look, Marthy Ellun, the pore man has
lost his job. 1 do wonder what he will do
now. 1I'm a great notion to ask him, but
I guess they ain’t time."

It was the end of the conducto~'s run,
but neither of the women knew it and
thought that he had been discharged in
disgrace. Hester was grabbing and snateh-
ing at her bundles. I never knew before
that one porsen could carry 80 many things
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Baskets, buckets, boxes, a worn valise, sev-
eral bundies and a bunch of fall reoses.
Then she made for the door. Martha stood
at the window peering into the darkness,
with a pint bucket in one hand and a
banana in the other. When she saw her sis-
ter at the deoor she sprang forward wildly
and plcked up the remaining basket, the
largest of all. Hester turned to her and
sdid sharpiy.

“Hain't you enny sense at all, Marthy
Ellun? Let that basket be. I give you all
you air goln' to carryv. Some day you'll
break your back, chiid.”

They both got off, the brakeman kindly
helping with the basket. The conductor
told them to foliow him, and curiocusly, but
with apparent Indifference, I went along
bekind. When they reached the gate and
looked around they found that no one had
come 1o meet them, Martha began to cry.

“Goodness me, Hester, Milo he ain't
here.”

lester stopped, staggering under her bur-
dens,

“Now, Marthy Ellun, no more o’
I Ernow what to do and we'll do it."

“Well, Hester, ef we're goin' to wait
'round here, can't 1 put on my white apern?
They is so many people about and the lace
on that apern is so purty.”

“Now, Marthy Ellun, some more of your
That's plum in the bottom uv

that.

proudness.
this blg basket.”

I followed out of the station and we
stood walting for the car. Hester walked
back and forth; then she spoke to her sis-
ter.

‘“No erying now, but 1I'm reel shore that
the car hes went off an' left us.’

Martha then held up her hands,

“Oh, me! we'll hev to sieep in the decpo.
I jes wisht I hedn’t a come."”

I promised them I would tell them which
car to take, if my own did not come first,
but that if it did T womla uask a police-
man who stood by to help them. Hester
refused.

“No, T aln't no money to throw away on
them feliurs, They'd charge m2 more'n I
could afford to pay, so I'll jes ask somebody
else. Lean up against that post, Marthy
Ellun, an’ rest. She ain't one bit strong,"
she sald, turning to me. “Ben sick most
all her life. When she gits older she'll
know better how {o take keer o' herself.
I wuz growed when she wuz born an’ 1've
tuk Kkeer of her ever sense.'

Martha twisted her hands nervously.

“Aw now, Hester, I ain't ben sick scnse
I wuz nine an® I'm———

“Marthy Ellun, you've did nothing
day but despule my word. You hev ben
siek, but wyou disremember. You stay
wrapped up and breathe through your nose
50 vou won't take cold.”

Their car was coming so they got on.
The conductor groaned as he lifted their
liggage in. The old ladies sat down.

“Now, don't be gapin' roun’, Marthy El-
lun, cause things don't look natural after
night. You wait till to-morrow an' I'll hev
Milo feteh you down an' .

The car was gone and as 1 stood there
my one prayer was that when the time
come for the good Father to call one of
those women home it might be the older
one, 50 that “Marthy Ellun® might have
just one thought of her very own.
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oUrT OF ORDINARY.

A restaurant composed entlrely of paper
has been constructed in the port of Ham-
burg.

Matches have not vet displaced the tin-
der box in certain rural distriets of Spain
and Italy,

Insurance companies claim that eyeling
is more dangerous than traveling either by
raflway or ship.

Imperfect teeth are a sure sign of eivil-
ization. Perfect teeth are found, as a rule,
only among saviges,

L is always o sure sign of rain when
ses and cattle streteh their necks and
snuff the air for a long time.

In the dominions of the British empire
alone some eight thous=and individuals van-
ish every year without leaving any trace.

The Arabic vernacular furnizshes a sin-
gular illustration of the popularity of war
in the East. It has over fifty names for
the sword.

The first locomotive in America was
brought from England in 1520, In the sdame
vear the first American locomotive was
built by Peter Cooper.

The first indigo grown In this country was
from sceds sent by Governor Lucas, of An-
tigua, who forwarded them to his daughter
in South Carolina in 1743

Russia has the most rapld inereasing pop-
ulation of any country of Surope. The
growth in the last hundred years has been
a fraction under 1,000,000 annually.

The Chinese divide the day into twelve
parts of two hours each. The TItalians
reckon twenty-four hours round, instead of
two divisions of twelve hours each, as we
do.

Two boys of Heskell county, Kansas, re-
ceitly applied a lighted match to a squir-
rel's tail to see If it would burn. The =quir-
rel ran under the house, and the blazing
tall scon set the huilding on fire. '

The average vearly profit to the British
government from lotteries from 1:53 to 1824
wits over $LT0O.000. On the ground of in-
jury to public morals, letteries of all kinds
were abolished in England in 1826,

After having escaped workk and arrest
for twenty years a vegiant known as Dad
Stephenson, of Springficld, Mo., who was
taken into custedy, satd that until his night
in jail he had not in all that time once slept
in a bed.

A feature of the population statisties of
western dustralia iIs the large proportion
of males to females. The disparily is main-
tainedl in the arrivals by sea. At present
there are forty-live females t0 every olie
hundred males.

Robespierre wgs in love with Eleanor
Duplay, and during the bloodiest days of
the revolution spent his evenings at home
with her and her mother. “You would think
him a prlest.,"” she wrote; *he read to us
peetry and the Bible.”

There was a Californian in Los Gatos,
twenty-filve vears ago who died and left
the income of $200 to buy sweets for the
school children. The fund is still faithfally
administered, and in Los Gatos that tes-
tator iz bigger than Wazhington.

One of the oldest of actual specified dis<
2ases would probably be amalipox, which,
on the authority of Masudi, attacked the
African (ribes who made excursicns into
Arabie, and lald slege to Mecea in the lat-
ter ha!f of the sixth century, A. D.

A gold coin passes from one to another
2.000,000,000 times before the stamp or im-
pression upon it becomes obllierated by
friction. while a silver coiln changes be-
tween 3.250,000,00 times before it becomes
entirely Jdefaced, says a ¢ Hlator.

The great city of London, divested of fa-
ble, heran on the bank of the Thames, sur-
rounded on all sldes except the river by a
bulwark of forest, interspersad with
swamps, -and Paris roze on an island of the
Seine, with a protecting wall of water all
aroutd,

In Minnesota there Is a girls’ school of
agriculture, which 18, so far as known, the
only one in the country. It is quite old
now, and the results are quite satisfac-
tory. The students receive Instructions in
cooking, canning, household chemistry, en-
tomoelogy and sewing.

Verona, In Italy, boasts of a palr of
twin sheep, each bhaving six legs. The extra
legzs hind onsz, of the same size as Lhe
normal ones, though they do not reach to
tha ground. The owner will not sell them
to o museum, as he thinks he can make
more out of them as mutton. F

Mention may be made of an inscription
(according to Penuant) on a tomb in Con-
way, Enciand, churchyard: “Here lietn the
body of Nicholas Hocker, of Conway, gen-
tleman, who was the fortyv-first child of his
father, William Hocker, by Alice, his wife:
and the father of twenty-seven children,
1637.""

In 1732 slavery was declared by the judges
to be contrary to the law of Enzland. hut
duripg the years Immediately preceding
this date slaves wWere commao sold in this
commtry. In the previous year the 1
mingham Gazetle advertlsed for sale a

are

negro bhoy, soundy healthy and of milg dis- |

position,”

Information comes Potersburs
that the transporintion convicts to Si-
beria s about to be brougsht to an end.
Guneridl Duchoveki, the Governor-general
of Siberia, has urged In high quarters the
acceleration of this measure, and it is ex-

from 8t.
of

pected that an imperial order to this effect |

will be {ssued shortly.

The authorities at one time were so con-
vineed that Europeans could not llve in In-
din without alcoholle stimulants that they
actually prohibited the formation of tem-
perance socleties among the solidiers. The
theory (8 now altogether changed, and the
English soldlers in India Ilnciude no fewer
than 30.000 total abstalners.

THE LITTLE GENERAL.

It being a Saturday aftéernoon, Timothy
M'Carthy, senlor, was very drunk.

He had beaten Kathleen, his wife, much
earlier than usual, and Young Tim. coming
in spon after, got a stray and careless clout
on the side of the head, while poking about
for a match to light his pipe.

A yvear ago Young Tim might have stnod
this, but he was marricd now, a six months’
married man with a one-roomed house of
his own, and having only looked in to pass
the time of day, and having also had a
glass or two, he felt it to_be a breach of
hospitality.

“Ye onmannerly ould sinner!” I heanrd
him shout through the open window,
“"here’'s for yez!” and the clout was re-
turned generously.

The free fight that came after is still re-
membered in Rutherford's Close, off the
High street of Edinburgh. They fought
the length of the fairly leng rocm, from the
fireplace to the door, and back again from
the door to the fireplace, as youth or ex-
proyed the stronger, until Kath-
leen had screamed herself hoarse, and even
the hardened children playing in the dirty
court below looked up astonished from
their dust and mussel shells.

They fought back again to the door, tug-
ging and stralning, at too close quarters to
do all the damage they wished, while I
watched them from my window, one flat
higher on the opposite side of the court.

Then a cunning back-fall sent Young Tim
against the door, which flew and
staggering out of my sight together, they
rolled down the dark stair, fighting into the
High street through & crowd of interested
neighbhors, who were too sportsmanlike to
Interfere.

I, having some weeks of hard reading be-
hind me, and an examination very near,
vas not so liberal-minded as the neighbors,
and, going through the wynd presently, ex-
pressed my opinions freely to them con-
cerning Messrs. M Carthy.

“*Another such row,” I said. “and 1'll get
old MeCarthy to the police station. Some
of vou can tell him so when he's sober.”

They told him apparently before that de-
sirable state was reached, and standing un-
der my window a little later. flushed with
victory, he expressed his opinion of me anqd
my manners—which he offered to improve
in one lesson If I'd give him the chance,

This I declined to do until he should be
saner, whereupon he classified me as a
cowardly, water-drinking viper, saving
there were none such in ould Ireland,
thanks be to 8t. Patrick, and went away to
drink again, with the result that a little be-
fore midnight Kathleen McCarthy was yell-
ing murder for all she was worth.

I was awake and dressed, and reading,
and I had neot forgotten Ould Tim's con-
temptuous sarcasms. It sounded as though
Katheleen was suffering for my shyvness of
encounter, and that stung me badly.
sides, twice, to my kunowledge, killing had
been done within a hundred yards of that
place without any attempt at interference.
and I had no mind to risk being n party to
a third such atfair. The screams continu-
ing. I ran out and knocked up a neighbor.

“Fetch the police for vour life!™ T said.
“and bring them to Tim MeCarthy’'s!" and
then 1T bolted down my stalr aad stumbled
up Tim's until I had groped my way Lo his
door.

There T paused and listened, lurking on
the threshold with no thirst for unneces-
sary risks. Kathleen was now scolding and
eryving at the same time, so the danzer was
not pressing. I did net know how many
might be in the room, but T calculauted that
they were all likely to =et upon me togeth-
er if I presented myself as an unbidden
guesat, ancd here I thought T would wait for
the police. T listened lest any sudden out-
break should force me to go In alone, but the
first fresh sound came from below, A quick
step souinded on the wind and mounted the
stalr. It was too quick and light for one of
the police, but came up with the decided
sound of a foot that knew the place and
had no need to soften its tread. I moved
to meet it. and was at onece challenged in
a ciear, firm voice, as a shadowy flgure
rose,

“Ah! your neighbor met me.” the voice
broke in directly I began to explain., *You
frightened hini and he has insisted on going
for the police, though I told him 1 didn't
think they'd be nreded. Let's go in.'

“They're quicier now,” 1 whispered;
“sha'n't we wait?"

“Why?" sald the volee brusquely; and
without waliting for the answer which T was
cudgeiling my brains to shape as concisely
as the question, the figure threw the door
open and stepned in confidently with a
“Pax vobiscum.”

I, ashamed, followed close upon his heels,
and was immediately put on my guard, for
Ouid Tim, whose whisky-sodden intelli-
gence 1 believe the salutation had not yet
reached, scented (treachery and came for
me as stralght and as swiftly as his condi-
tion would allow.

“Pax wobiscum!' The slight, straight
figure stepped swiftly between us., one
hand upraised, and Tim came no further,

“Stand you back, Tim MceCarthy,” said
the Htcle man severely, “or if you can't
stand then lie, but don't come a step this
way or "twill he a bad night rfor you.”

Ilut there was no thought of rebellion.
When two tall and sturdy membiers of the
city police tramped stolidly up o few min-
utes Iater there was nothing for them to
do. Tim lay asleep and snoring in the cor-
ner; Kathleen moaned and wineed a little
under the deft fingers of the priest. who
was dressing & cut over one well-blackened
eve, while I, a medical, thouzgh it is true
only in my sgecond year, was humbly hold-
ing the candle. The two men grinned and
saluted, getting a quick little nod in return,
as my companion, safety pin in mouth
made a neat reverse of the bandage round
Kathleen's head.

“We're no needit,” said one of them with
conviction, and I saw a little dry smile de-
‘\':"]Gj) as well as it might round the safety
Pin.

The two men =aluted
away, and we finished
leen. After thnt the
shaken his head sternly
geious Tim in the corner,
word to his wife.

vour man to me |
row morning, Kathleen M'C
that he comes sobar. Come round yourself
after vespers., and I'll loak at vour head.
Now, sir. If yvou and I are geing down thi
stalr together, we might introduce our-
sclves."

In that way began my acquaintance with
Father Munrao.

I walked to his door with him that night,
and did rot decline so unhesitatingly as 1
ought to have done when he invited me to
comae 1n.

*It's too
time, it 1

“Pooh! Nonsense!" sald the od man in
his sharp, military manner. “Young fel-
lows like you and old fellows like me are
no licabeds. Come away in, man!” and I
went with no further ado.

He took me into a falr-sized square room,
sparsely furnished, but having its walls
hidden by books from floor to cellinz. On
the table stood a plate of cold porridee and
a quaint. tall glass of milk, set out daintily
with a fine white napkin and an old sillver
spoon; and this I mention, since later 1
found that a mixture of simplicity with
touches of daintiness were characteristic of
Father Munro. These things he looked at
whimsically for an instant, fir at them,
then at me. and, making an xcuse, left
the room. Presently he eame back trivm-
phant, a bottle of wine in one hand and a
plate of cheese in the other, and, setting
them down and paving no heed to my re-
monstrances, went oil again to feteh in
more.

“I'm hungry. and can’t eat alone,”” was
all he said, when things were arranged to
his satisfaction: after which, pouring out
wine for me. he saild short Latin grace,
and attacked his porridge with vigor and
decision, beaming upon me when I showed
a moord appetite, but taking none of his
good things for himself.

After supner, however. he allowed himself
a pipe; while 1. at his Invitation, lit a
ciraratte, and he started to chat. Of the
actual talk little or nothing is worth re-
peating. I recall it only because while I
wateched and listened he showed so cleariy
what manner of man he was

His desmeanor was courtes
emptory, matching well w the fine,
closelv  or pped head, # nt face,
and strong. firm jaw. 1 hed, al-
mos=t forsign politeness am t his sol-
dieriy ch, just i ening of
gold will ornamo>nt Llade, I
was sure he haed Hyed abro wd: 1 chonuld not
have been surprised to hear that he had
seen military serviee, and in my own mind
I then and there dubbed him *“The Little
General.” One thiz marked him off dis-

tly from the m ary types I am ac-
amed to: he se 4 to have no prac-
1 for the
nd that showed it=e!f In the one
tHink wortl tinge.

caking of way in whi he
marched in upsn Owd Ti
that he ran more visik ti : o
At this Father Munt ocked ¢ aAr Eray
eye at me, and asked me what I would
have him do,

“The law."” I =saild, “and the police are
for such people, are they not, and for such
times? Did vou nead Tun the risk of meet-
ing a mad drunkard, and possibly others
behind him. when the police were almost
at the door?"

But Father Munro was indignant.

“The law, sir! the law! Risk! gnd the
police! The law 1s meant to protect tke
weak and the defenseless, 13 it not? I was
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there, and you, sir"—with a pelite little
bow. *““‘They are my parishioners, and ac-
cept me as their judge: ves, and their ex-
ecutioner on occésion. Boastfulness is un-
becoming in an oid man; but at ons time,
sir, some said 1 could use rapier and clay-
more a bit, and my hand can guard my
head yet when I carry 11y pastoral staff.'’

He nodded, twinkling quaintly toward a
corner of the room, and, looking there, 1
saw i stout blackthorn

“Do you think T go about among my poor
children with the law at my back?” he
asked, seeming almost hurt at the notion.

“I noticed that the law evidently thought
you could take care of yourself,” I said,
remembering the two policemen. and this
seemed to please Father Munro. He
Iaughed, and told me that the police were
his very good friends, some of them his
parishioners, too, and then turned the con-
versation, chatting to me about books and
my own work untill I got up aurried!y, with
an apology for having been led to forget
the time. )

I must be in your parish, too, =ir,"” T told
him, “and if a heretie is allowed to come in
now and then when vou're not too husy. or
to hopa for a pastoral visitation, 1 wish vou
woitld add my name to your list.™

The little man, rising alertly to see me
out, looked keeply into my eyes for a soc-
and, and then aeld out his hand.

*““These doors are cpen to you, my son,
whenever you choose, and if an old man's
sceiety won't troubls you you shall see me
up your siairs before long,” and he bade
me good night.

After that I began to see Father Munra
often and to hear of him still oftener.
Every one who knew ‘him had u
good word for him, and after hav-
ing been seen onece or twice in
his company I met the Irish among my
nelghbors on a very different feoting. Even
the McCarthy's grew friendly, and nothing
pleased young Tim betier than to yViarn
away about the priest's doings. He told
me of the waking of McClure, of the great
Orange fight and of many other matters,
in all of which Father Munro was the hero.

“Faith, he's a man!” young Tim would
say at last, in a way that made me think
he placed that same man above most of the
saints.

One thing, however, Father Munre could
not do with either Young Tim or Ouid
Tim, He could not stop thelr whisky drink-
ing. Ould Tim would Keep off it for a Sat-
urday, maybe two, but rarely three. The
longer he was sober the longer and flercer
would be the bout that followed and the
worse for poor old Kathleen, As for Young
Tim, he drank much less, but a muach
smaller quantity put him in the fighting
mood. He never struck his wife, and he
tried to avoid Ould Tim, but when they
met, both in their cups, then and there
was a battle roval.

Thus things were, when one summer Sat-
urday evening, a year after my first meet-
ing with Father Munroa, I passed into the
court as Ould Tim came stazgering out.
At the foot of his stair were some angry
women, who, after he had reeled by,
screamed their abuse at him, Upstairs 1
could hear Kathleen moaning, and 1 was
told trat the beating had been much worse
than usual, so bad that just befora Ould
Tim had left her one neighbor had gone ofr
for Young Tim and another for Father
Munro.

I ran up the stairs, and found the woman
badly bruised, but nothing more, and then,
on my way to the Infivmary, saw Young
Tim hurrying away towards the wynd,
stick in hand. A little farther on I met
the woman who had gone for Father Mun-
ro. “His riverence was out,” she said,
“*and wouldn’t be in for an hour, when he'd
be told,”” and I passed on, to forget all
about the matter a few minures later, in
the work of what is known as intaking,
which is as follows:

Each medical and each surgical ward has
its intaking day and night, during which it
receives, if possible, all cases admitied for
treatment. On a Saturday night, there-
fore, there will be a resldent surgeon on
duty to examine and treat all surgical
cases, deciding which shall be admitted,
and which must be treated as out-patients.
This was receiving night for the surgical
ward in which 1 elerked; and being a
Saturday, was fairly busy.

A battered drunkard or two came in, of
cour=ze, and battered victims of the same.
A c¢hlld also who had been run over, and a
girl from the ecountry, at whom the ever-
flourishing fool had polnted the ever-handy
loaded gun, though, fortunately, without
the usual fatal rgsult. We had seen to the
girl, and packed her off to bed; and Mac-
intosh, the resident, was relieving hi=
mind, and amusing us, by teliing the fool
what he thought of him, what might hap-
pen, and what might be the consequences
to him (the fool), when another cab rolled
to the door. A lively young dresser who
sit on the table swinging his legs jumped
down and ran out to see what was coming,
but came back at once.

“A reverend gentleman
he announced: and presently
Father Munro.

Ilis shovel hat was crushed down over
his eyes, his coat collar was turned up Lo
meet it, his face—as much of it as could
be seen when he came In—was chalky
white, and the face of Younz Tim, on
whose arm he leaned heavily, was not
miuch better.

1 stepped forward at once, speaking to

im by name as I did so, and “The Little
Geoneral” greeted me with a4 dazed smile,

“0Old bones, Mr. Tregenna, and old eyes!
I've had a tumble at last, you see, and
Tim M’'Carthy insisted on bringing me

bare.”

“Quite right, sir,” I sald. ‘‘Herc's the
doctor ready for you,” and I introduced
Macintosh, being very careful to let that
ventleman know the sort of man he had
for a patient.

I might have spared myself the trouble,
Father Munro was his own recommenda-
tion, and in two minutes was sitting boit
upricht—he retused to He on the table—
having two very ugly head wounds exam-
ined, and being treated with as much re-
spect as any Pope could desire, There
were two straizht clean cuts, side by side,
weross the top of the head, and on one
dfido was another, and the resident stood
looking at them curiously before he asked
any questions.

“How did you say this was done, sir?”
ne askedd.

“] was going up a dark stair,'"’
Munro told him quietly, “‘and I°
fall,"’

“Did vour head strike against anything?"'

“I expect I struck it in falling,'” said
| O Munro; and then, a little more

wly and distinetly, “it was a mistake
made in the dark.”

I might be wrong,

on the espree!
in came

Father
had a

but it seemed to me
that he meant every one in the place to
hear that, and standing by the resident,
I locked still more carefully at the head,
Two clean-cut, paraliel wounds on the ton,

wnd one at the side. Where before had I
een such another head? 1 could not re-
:r'.--:ul.x-rj. but stood racking my braln with
no result.

“Now then, Tregenna! Look allve, man!™

Macintosh roused me from my meditation
with a nudge, and I gave hiim the help that
he wanted, wondering all the time.

“Were vou alone, sir?"”

Macintosh asked this while hoe pushed the
examination further. He seemed puzzied
LoD,

“1 was going up the stair alone,”” Father
Munro said patiently.

h“yt.u must have struck your head twice,
then?"

“1 cannot remember all.
I think.”
Macintesh

- was rather
stunned,

“Rather!”
=o1f, and then seemed
Tim, whe was still standing and watching
us anxiously from the far end of the room.
‘Weare vou there at the time?”

Macintozh asked Young Tim the question,
but it was Father Munro who answeredl.
“MeCarthy found me at the foot of the
stair,”” and Young Tim said n ing.

Macintosh evidently thought thiit the less
his patient talked the betier, und he asked
no more questicns just then.

We got Father Munro to bed, shaved off
the thick, gray bair, dressed the great
sealp wound and put an ice can on the
grand old head, and for a time all went
well, Before we had anished I remembered
where I had scen other such wounds, but
I held my peace and waited.

There was no side-room bed empty, and
he was put into the ward for the night.

“In the morning. sir.” sald Macintosh,
surveying him In a eritical way, with his
tasseled cap on one side, afier all was done,
‘“we'll get you a quiéter crib.”

]_‘l'm'_- old man lay and smiled quietly at

m.

‘I shall do very well here, Doctor, thank

yvou.""
" “Hope so, sir,”” Macintosh sald, and
capped 18 he wished him good night, which
was unprecedented and made even our
never-to-be-surprised staff open her eyes
widely for a second.

When the morning came [t was not
thought necessar'y to move him, after all.

Craig, the preacher, was lying in
the next bed when we brought Father
Munro in, and, knowing him by sight, was
at first strongly antagonistic. I heard the
words “papist” and “'scariet woman™ mut-
tered wrathfully while we were getting our
charge into bed, and we gave a hint both
to Craig and to the night nurse bhefore we
lelt.

The next morning, however, things were
v different. Craig, who was my case,
beckoned me to his bed ‘fl!"'u't!_\ I'went |
the ward He held a tinger to his | s
pointed that Father Munro was dozing.

Y fair thundercus.” he whis-
“Can’t you see the

muttered to him-

street

DoOLs are
man's asicep’

I tock the rebuke calmly, but couldn’t re-
sist o dig at him,

“I'm giad you leave him qulet,” I sald.
“] thought you'd be at him if you got a
chance.”

“There's a time for a' things," sald Crailg
philosophically. “I've Kep an ee on him
an’ he's a guld heart, though salr misleq,
We'll hae a bit crack later, maybe, and the
Doctor needna’ be feared. 11l keep the
ward quiet.”

Twice a day Youn
letin, wild-eyed

Tim came for our bul-
anxlous, and twice I

te remember Young !

sent him away comforted. Father Munro
lay placikd and pati=at, worshiped by the
nurses, and respected by all

For three days we hoped, and then a
chuange came, He grew restless, turning
from side to side, and murmuring to him-
self, As I stocd watching him from Craig's
bedside that night he spoke aloud:

“A wife and bairn,” he sald; “'a wife and
bairn.” and was silent again.

I was reading the chart that hung at his
bed head, when the chief and the resident
came in together aned looked ot him. at
which he turned over a little, and looked
{ up into the chief's face with a smile, not
quite so bright as usual.

“What's this vou want, sir?"" asked the
chierf at !z:sK. “One of vour parishioners in
to see you!" And Father Munro's smile
grew | iter, **Tut, tnt!” the chief went
on you're off duty, man! Some

seeing to your work.” But
unro laid an entreating hand npon

' and, beckoning him to stoop,
whispered In his ear.

Can’t be done,” the chief snapped at him
when he finished. “I'm responsible for
you, vou know."

“And 1 for him," pleaded Father Munro.

The chisf frowned down with the frown
that awed so many students before they
knew him.

“*Man, it's fair ridlculous!” he said; “quite
unprecedented. I certity that you're not fit
‘I;;r any duty.” But Father Munro pleaded

.

When he finished, Macintosh, standing
with the chart in his hand, held it out for
the chief, who, with a snort of impatience,
tock it, and stepped away towards me,
Fhen he laid a finger on the upward line
that marked a rising body temperature, and
turned to Macintosh again.

“Partly this notion of his, I think, sir,”
Macintosh said softly. “He's worryving over
it tremendously, or I sheouldn’t have trou-
bled you. He slept very little last night,
you know."

“What en earth does he want to confess
a man for?"' asked the chief impatiently;
but that was beyond Macintosh, and he
shook his head,

“1f things go on like this,"” said the chief,
with his finger on the chart, **I shall op-
erate to-morrow morning.’’

“What do yvou think of letting him have
his way' in this?" asked Macintosh; but
the chief was quite indignant, and they
wvent down the shadowy ward—it was
Bicwing very late—with their heads to-
gether, talking softly, while Father Munro
lay and watched, peering anxiously after
them all the time.

What Macintosh said further I
know, but they came back to
What Father Munro said further I don't
know either, but at last the chief called
me, and at onee began to relieve his mind.

“What are you doing here at this time of
night, Mr. Tregenna?'"'

“Taking a case, sir.”

“You've no right to be here, none at all.
'Ijh_or‘r-.'x no discipline here. We ean’'t have
this sort of thing, Dr. Macintosh! There!
there” (as Macintosh tried to speak): “that
will do; it must be seen t0."”” Then he
terned and bent over Father Munro agaln,

“You'll be satisfied if you see this man
to-riight?"" And Father Munro smiled on
him. *"“Ten minutes are all you want, and
you promise to sleep after?”

I #hall sleep.” he promised; and then I
got my instructions.

I was to fetch Young Tim to Father
Munre's bedside, and I was to leave him
there ten minutes. I was to warn him first
as to his behavior, and | was to take him
away when time was up. Then we all three
left the ward—Macintosh to get a little
sleep, for he was to come round again
later, the chlef to go home and 1 to do my
errand.

I found Young Tim sitting in his one
room, st the top of a seven-storied house,
staring cut at a cloudless sky, in which
stars were beginning to show. His wife
anid the baby were sound asleep, but Tim
looked as though he had never known
what sleep meant., He heard my errand 1
silence, and In silence he walked by me
until—in the darkened ward., where only
heére and there & glimmer of gas was
shown, and where the only other moving
thing was the ghost-llke shape of the night
nurse—we stood by Father Alunro.

“Ten minutes, my son,"” was all that the
priest said to me; and then, drawing away
toe a window seat, watch in hand, I left
them. Screens fenced the corner in which
the bed lay. the last on that side of the
ward. I could neot see, I could not hear
what was going on. Once or twice I Iu-nrd
& stitled scb, hushed at once by the volee
of the Little General. Ten minutes dragged
ilke hours. The night nurse, moving like
a shadow here and there down the glim-
rcering iength of the place, the silent forms
dimly outlined in the nearer beds, were no
comnany to me. Once 1 raised my watch
until I ecould see #he second hand moving,
and hear the sound.

gave them the ten minutes and o few
seconds over. Then I went and tapped at
the screen. The voices had stopped, and
when I went round at the Little General's
word, he lay and smiled peacefully at me,
his hand laid upon Young Tim's head,
while Tim's foce was buried in the bed
clothes,

“Tim and T have
s2id the Little General,
whness to it, my son,
needed."”’

‘““Tell him, father!” Tim begred.

“Would ve doubt my authority, Tim M’-
Carthy? I've con sed yvou, and absolved
yvou, with a penance and a promise. Fare
ye well!"

The thin fingars were extended in bene-
diction, and then Tim, the tears streaming
down his face, crept away into the dark-
ness, and I knelt in his place.

“Can 1 do anvthing for you, sir?"”

Iis hand trombled in the air once more,
whether for me or for the vanished man I
do not know,

“An innocent wife and a bairn,” s=said
Father Munro, “Nunc dimittls,"” and turn-
irg his face to the wall slowly, slipped
into dreams from which he never rallied.

The Little General was carried to his
grave with more pomp than ever he had en-
conraged while alive; and many masses
were said for his scul before 1 met Young
Tim agaln, “Though the use av masses to
a holv saint in paradise.” as Bridget Mc-
Ciosky said to me, *'is unbeknown."

I had thought of Young Tim often, hav-
ing an uneasy doubt concerning him, and
passing up the Grassmarket one night had
him In my mind again, when he stood be-
fore me.

“Think of the devil,"” I misquoted and
then stopped, {or there was light enough to
see Lthe words didn't apply.

It was o Saturday night, but Young Tim
wus sober, though excited, and when he
asked me for o moment's chat 1 invited
him to my roopry We puassed up in silence,
1 wondering a £reat deal, but determined to
ask no questions. [ pointed to a chalr and
looked dubiously at my shelves. Hospital-
ity suggested an offer of whisky and a fill
of ‘bacey, but 1 restrained my instincts
anrd faced him in silence,

I was thinkin', docthor,'” he sald at last,
“that as you were friends with the holy
father—"" and he stopped again.

“What holy father?” 1 asked.
nane."”

“There's but wan for me,” said Tim, and
thenr stopped again. “If you mean poor
i}"_:t'.h-"t' Munre,”” I answered, ‘‘what of
1m?**

“He laid a penance on me,” Young Tim
said sofily, “an' I'm doin® it an® will till I
die. He giv' me absolution, too, an’ I glv'
him n promise.””

“Keep it then,’
went on.

“There's
wns anlwayvs

“Shame,”

do not
the bed.

settled our affairs,”
“and you are a
if ever witness Is

“I know

I said sourly, but Tim

“Would you break vour
promisa to @ 1 man?’

“Sure an’ will I need bhe,” said Tim

ently. ““You were there, an' what I
t know, had he his sinses?"

“As much vou or I.” I sald angrily,
s 2 not more. You can't get out of it that
wav.

Tim rose from
frowning.,

“Ye don't know,” he ecried; “I've all to
lose if I break me promise. But, if I made
it to a sinseless eaint who couldn't judge
me or me sin, I'll break me promise, and
be judged by a harder man.”

1 sat and puzzied it . while the volces
of the children came up from the reeking
court., and Tim leaned against the mantel-
ph-v.-i_ breathing hard, but watching me
steadily.

“He was a better and wiser man than
either of us" 1 id at last. *“The secreot
lizs between you and him, and you must
keep it:" and Tim, hard-work-
inz, holds to his promis i

As for me, I remember that the only time
I saw such wounds a= Father Munro had
was when, in an election riot, a constable
felled a rioter who afterwards came under
my hands. i= staff made two paraljel
wounds : pnd the other wound
was cau fall. It was night and
the stair a rk one, where the Little Gen-
eral came by his deathblow. If Young
Tim. who had often threatened, was wiait-
ing there for Ould Tim »n Father Munro
tolled up, the rest js en ¥ understood. But
1 have asked no qguestio and de not in-
tend to. If Younz Tim has ever to give
an account of that night's dolnegs, I fancy
somehow that ftj Little General will be
there to plead for him.

—Rircords Stephens, In Chambers's Mag-
azine.
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his chair and faced me

FPeace,
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trive nor ery,
y athers give!
1 calm me m nor let me die
sefore 1 have bezun to live.
—Matthew Arnold.

It's More than Likely.
Chicago Post.
I wonder why s0o many people go abroad

every year.”
“A great many of them go simply to

prove that they are able to.'

: A A full and complete line of Cocking and :
ROAERUT WP Heating goods for all kinds of el tade A ACHIGA ),
\ .. "OVES - / th:} same mecha?‘nlcll ;:ul of the sanﬁl mlerialm STOVES 7
¥/ as "Garlands.” ¢*Mic ** are the A :‘.-.‘ ;
\Qaaia® ANY other line EXCEPT Garlands.s At
THE MICHIGAM STOVE COMPANY, Largest Makers of Stoves and Ranges in the m'

X

For sale by WORLD’S FAIR, Capitol Ave. and Washington St.

THE JOURNAL; Business

ARCHITECTS.

W. SCOTT MOORE & SON..12 Blackford Block, Washington and Meridian Sts,
LOUIS H. GIBSON. .....c:csss2s2::.H artford Block, S4 FEast Market Street.

BUCTIONEERS.

M'CURDY & PERRY (Real-Estate and General Aunctioneers). 130 W. Wash. St.

BICYCLES—WHOLESALE AND RETAIL.

C. G. FISTIER & CO. (Stearns, Smalley and Grande)...t4 N, Pennaylvania St.
JOHN A. WILDE (Remington Bleyeles).. ..ot 0. . 108 Massuchusetlis Avenue,.

BROOMS, MOPS AND WHISKS.
THE PERRY BROOM MEFG. CO...cvvcvisacssssss N NSouth Deinware Street.

CARPET CLEANING AND RENOVATING.

CAPITOL STEAM CARPEY-CLEANING WHKS, (Phone 515) Cor. 9th and Lenox,

3
DIRECTORY.

CARRIAGES AND WAGONS—WHOLESALE AND RETAIL.

H. T. CONDE IMPLEMENT CO........0......27 to 33 Capitol Avenue, North.

TISH-I-MINGO CIGAM. .. ... ccvossncvsassnsss 220 Eust Washington Street.
PATHFINDER CIGAR (fTodiana Cigar Company). .32 Sounth Meridian Street.
HAMBLETONIAN 10c¢, Florida Seal 5o Cigars.43 Kentueky Ave,, I"hone 1493,

CYCLE STABLES AND REPAIR DEPOTS.

WHEELS CLEANED, OILED AND STORED, 20¢ per week .. .18 W, Pearl Sireet.
NEW ARROW BICYCLES, B33.....c00cccsssssss2es2::06 N. Delavare Street,

DIAMONDS—WHOLESALE AND RETAIL.

J. C. SIPE (Importer Fine Diamonds). ....Hoom 4, 18 1-2 North Meridian St,

DRAUGHTSMAN.
H. D. NEALY (Patent and Mechanicia! Work)......Room 14 Hubbard Block.

DYE HOUSES.

PANTITORIUM. ... . Removed from 70 Circle (o 131 North Meridian Street.

ELECTROTYPERS.
INDIANA ELECTROTYPE COMPAANY (prompt work)..23 West Pearl Street.

FLORISTS.

BERTERMANN BROS., Nos. 85 and 87 k. Wwash. §t. (Pembroke Arcade).Tel. 8§40
GENERAL TRANSFER—HOUSEHOLD MOVING.

MECK'S TRANSFER CUMPANY.,, Phone 336.....0:0:22::22x4.7 Clrele Street,
HOGAN TRANSKFER, STORAGE C0,, Tel, ¢75.8. W. Cor. Wash, and Ilinois Sts,

JENIKINS (Responsible for damage).. Phone 1522, 11 North Alabnmna Street.

GRILLE AND FRET WORK.

HENRY L. SPIEGEL, Designer and stanuincturer. .310 East Vermont Street.

ICE CREAM— WHOLESALE AND RETAIL.
PUTNAM COUNTY MILK COMPANY L. v eeneeans ._.12 to 16 North East Sireet.

JEWELRY—WHOLESALE.

FRED H. SCHMIDT . s s cscaressssssss-id Juckson Place, opp. Union Station,

LIVERY, BOARD AND HACK STABLES.

ROTH & YOUNG (Day or NMght Service, Phone 10061),...50 West Market St.

LOANS ON DIAMONDS, WATCHES, ETC.

ONLEN'S CITY LOAN OFFIUCM ... ccsassassnses.07 Went Wanhington Strees,
SDLOMOﬁ’S ORIGINAL LOAN UFFICE....sv0:-252:::20 South Illinols Street,

MANTELS AND GRATES.

AY MANTEL AND TILE CG. Closing Out Sal€.....,..78 and 80 Mass. Ave,
i"l. M. PURSELL (Mantela, Grates and Furnaces). .31 Massachusetlts Avonue.

MINCE MEAT.

WRIGHT'S—Come and see it made. ... ccovesse sessnnns+80 Indiana Avenue

PATENT ATTORNEYS. B 7
. H. LOCKWOOD . s s covntnssrsssassssssansnssss«Al5-41 moke ding.
EHESTER BRADFORD.14-16 Hubbard Blk., Cor. Washington and Meridian.
H. P. HOOD & SON.......20-30 Wright Block, @5 1-2 East Market Street.
THURMAN & SILVIUS....ccvtessnsecssrassssdd, 45 and 46 When Bullding.

PATTERNS—WOOD AND METAL. _
INDIANAPOLIS PATTERN WORKS, (Make any trick or device).101 8, Pean,

PRINTERS AND ENGRAVERS.
FILANK H. SMITH (50 Engraved Carus, $1.00).22 North Peansylvania Street.

REAL ESTATE.

C. W. PHILLIPS. (Insurance and Bullding and Loan)...70 Monument Place.

WILLIAM WIEGEL.:cossasonss SHOW C‘D‘SES c2e+.0 West Louisiana Street.

STORAGE AND SHIPPING.

HARRIS & PURYEAR (Transfer and Moving), Phone 561...76-78 W, N. Y. 5t

0
TICKET OFFICES—CUT RATE.
HERVEY & 00, c:.orieioersisoeeniesns . 10 South Illinels Street.

T. M.
WEBB'S TICKET OFFICE. . ccceuvaese

UMBRELLAS, PARASOLS AND CANES.
C. W. GUNTHER, Manufacturer....2l Pembroke Arcade and 56 Mass Av!.ﬁ;

WINES.
JULIUS A. SCHULLER...0cseevesessrs -.110 and 112 North Meridian Street.

ST T —— H

HUMOR OF THE DAY. tried to explain that he had judged mw
from what he had heard, but when he t
He Tries Again,

i

that evening ne knew that she was still
disposed to be suspiclous of him.

A Popular View.

Chicago Record.

“Mr. Cassock’s church Is crowded every
Sunday."
Puck. "'\}“]m: has done 1t?”

L og bholted? 1 thought he was a “He is preaching a new theory of the
dg-(},}.il?'g-{l(::}—\\'oul party man."” Garden of Ilen—that the serpent worked

““He thought so himself; but a good deal | Eve with a bieycle.” '

is party dye has come off this year.” e a3
of his party dye has come ¢ .3 Didn't Like Him.

Washington Star.

“I doan’ llke er man,” said Uacle Eban,
dat sems ter git his chief religious coms=
fort by regvahdin' heaven ez er place dag
‘Is enemiez Is gwinter wanter git inter an’
can't.”

Puck. : =
Teacher—Oh, no! it iso't “Eye-talilan''—
Try again,
Johnny—Dago.

S

One of Many.

Pnunem;ion.

Detroit Tribune,

My own,” he whispered, soulfully.

As for the girl, she acted like one pos-
gessed.

Should Be Investigated. —_—
With Qualifieations,

New York Tribune.

Dramatie Student—The quality of mercy
E t strained.
i‘!1\"[‘:(=Jc111'<:llu s;udaant--\'ou'd hetter look out
for it then; it's probably full of microbes.

_\nntlw_r : Great Troth,

Chicago Record.

“A woman is g0 H!!ll;id—ﬂ?’(‘”ﬂevﬁr learns
how to sharpen a lead pencil

l"Shw doesn’'t have to: If she's the least bit

. sy RF - L
good looking there's always & man round.

Judge.

Mprs. Fivan—An' Fhwat did Father Malong
gay to yez at confissions this marnin®?

Mr. Flynn—!e saic he thought O wua
th’ besht mon thot ivir lived.

Mrs. Flvnn—<Thot ivir lived?

Mr. Flynn—-In my line.

Mrs. Flynn—In your line?

Mr. Flynn—Yces—since Ananias,

FPrailseworthy Actions.
Puck.

Bridget Kelly (covly)—So yviz wint t' cons
figssion yisterdy, did yez? An’ vez confissed
all th' kiszes ye've sihitole from me the'
month, I hope!

Officer Keegan—Of did, An' Father Mas
lone s'4d he didn't blame me.

1-1:[.1:,'-..-1. Kelly=He s8'id he didn't blame

yex?
OMicer Keegan—He did: he s8'1d thot
wuzn't a sin ot all, ut all-thot wus &

charity!

An Ideal _b';nte.

10k,
PI:,T‘.-_I‘.\.) you suppose his wife really sup-

wrts him? .
:“lln—l judge so. He told me he didn’t
know what real happiness meant until after
he got married.
Growing Atfection.
Chicago Record.
“Daughter, 1 sm  convineed lls_:‘ll: Mr.
Lampton is really in love with you, ‘
“Why, mamma?
“He has quit kicking your dog when you
are not looking."

His Bad Blunder.

Clevelarnd Leader,
“Why." she asked,

doubt me whé-nb{‘rtellg

4een engage are -

. *Because,” he replied, ‘you kigs and hug

ke one who has had experiende.”

er she had calmed down little, he

Teo Muach,

Chieago Post.

He nrotested that he loved her, but she
secmed to doubt it

#] swear—'' he began.

“1 don't doubt It." she replied, “but I
prefer proof to oatha’

“Then tell me,”” he cried, “how cam I

prove it." :
¥ !,l‘l 4

“do you seem to
ol that I have never
> “Teach me to rida the bicycle,”
“TPoo much,'” he returnsd sadly.
Bhe welghed nbout 180 pounds.
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